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By Mary Hastings Bradley

" THE FORTIETH DOOR

e

&Y NOPSIS,
iiny American. In doing some ex-
Juk l!d"“:‘,{o ard 18 Indueed by Jinny Jeflries,
d”"""r;,rlnn tourisl he has known. to atlend &
a prefty ball 8t ber botel. He obtaine & Scoleh cos-
kel % Triend, Andres MoLean, an attachi of
ramt ".ill?h coversment, and al McLean's he hears
the FOE of a French scholar whn dinappeared In
thn MoryY fifteen vears before Tha man was, re-
”ﬂd. and a wife and baby pirl were lefl: now
".ﬂﬂﬂ of an ratate makes |t snddenly im-
hont up the child But all trace s gone,
howe Byder A miniature portrail of the
"""nnmrhﬂ’" cudously mounted. At ths ball
7 P einated by & mysterious youns airl in &
r o8 :m costume who will #ive no hint of
lollm":’l'l‘r fle follown as she slips sway and finds
wer JeenT ughter of Tewfick Pasha, a Turkish
elghbaring palace. Al pariing in the
tn the girl's horror and amazemont, Ryder
e, That nighi her falher informe her he
s ‘;:r {0 marry & repulsive old man to save
it from ruin. Ryder nees Almés nraln. and
e he fearms that she (s 1o be married Iraves
when be TR nd retnma 16 the desert to his exca.
per 0 AREEC D ke finds evidence which convinces
ralien? { Almis is the danghter of the Frenchoan
pim 1B red. Hla determinca to rescus her. and
who rt-ll; Cairn. The pasha in suspicious &nd on
retarn® G 54 says that Almée (s his own daughter,
'g'r“{;co that he lies and finds a =iy to aend
hrks Ihe atory of ber French parentare Almes
bl ‘o escaps and |s forced to carry through
iy Al the marriage feast Jack
the unhappy bﬁ_l-_lt-' He lﬂ'm‘ in
of Tescue e groom, coming
dmtnh-'m,:;‘% in his love making by Jack, who,
+ s overpowersd by Famdi's slave, made pris-
in lur"-nd buried allve in the cantle wauls. A Turk-
rai ho calls hersslt Aziza helps Jack 1o escape,
*:"1 ta help him rescue Almée, and ihen discon-
c..n‘m Américan by making passiouate love to
ﬁ‘: Jack shows Bis Indlfference o ber advaness.

ELEYENTH INSTALLMENT.
THE BLIND GODDESS.
E saw the flame in Aziza's eyes. He
saw the stiffening of her deflance, of
half Incredulous affront. Then, her
fefm drawn up, her bared arms outflung, her
civid. painted. turious face challenging him.
»]am not peautiful—like Aimée? " she sald in
g volee of venom. And in the English, for
double measure, " You not like me—no?"
“You are peautiful and 1 dn like you,”
Puder combated, fesling a bungling fool. And
then went on to thrust inte that half second
of suapended fury a faint breath of appeas-
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“ But—don't you gee—It's my duty

ing
wYou go?" she sald clearly.

moment he had a sharp

Even in that
prescience of the unwigdom of hls rejoction,
A cold calculator of chance and probabilities
would have reckoned that a half hour here
would have been a wiser {nvestment of his
mortal moments than any virtuous plunge
into single hearted duty.

But Ryder did not calculate He could not,
with Aimée under that beast's hand. His
keart and moul were possesced with her dan-
ger, and his heart and soul carried his body
fnstinciively back from the dancing girl’s ad-
vance, and he whispered: "I muat go. There
{s o time—""

ghe flung back her flery hued head with a
gesture of Intolerable rage. Her eyes were
Heghtnings

*Dog of a Christian!" she said chokingly,
and fiew to the doors,

Back she thrust the heavy hangings,
turning 2 quick key in the lock and wrench
ing the door wide. And before Ryder could
andersiand, before he could bring himself 1o
realize that she was not simp!y violently ex-
peling him from her room, she gave a
shriek that rang wildly down the long unseen
corridors.

At the top of her lungs, with one hand
out 30 thrust Lim back op cling to him §f
beattempled to pass, she shrieked again and
again.

Instantly there came a running of feet.

When Hamd| Bey had taken Almée back
o her apartments he pulled sharply upon a
bellcord. In a few moments the slave wom-
an Fatima made her appearance, no kKindly
sved old erone like Mirlam, but n sallow, fur-
Hve faced creature with an old disfiguring
war acrogs a cheek.

The general poinled to the wet and faint-
ing gir] huddiing weakly upon the divan

“YTour new mistress has met with an accl-
dent out boating——a curse upnn me for grati-
Iving ferbldden sald erlsply.
“Be sllent of this and array her guickly in
sarments of rest. I will return ™

Very hurriedly he took himeelf and his wet
sonditlon away. He was furious through and
lhrough. What a night—what a wedding
gight! Scandal and frustration—a bride with
1 desperate lover—a bride who herself drew
“Evolvers and threatened!

It was beyond any old tale of the palace,
For less girls had had his father's dagger
driven through thelr hearts—his grandfatlier,
ita mere whisper from a eunueh. had given
bis favorite to the llon. The whisper wana
“iind Incorrect at a lnter—too late—date, and
the cunuch had furnished the llon another
meal,

His modarn lenlency In this ease would
have outraged his ancestors

Bul it wag not In the bey's nature to deal
ihe finishing stroke to anything so soft and
Ively a= Almee. He had no intention of
depriving himself of her. 1f she were red
¥ith guilt he woyld feign bellef in her to
tave his face until his infatuation was grati-
fied,

But actusily he did not believe in any
STt gullt of hera Tewfick Pasha, for all
r:;c:“:‘:ﬂm modernity, would keep too

arem for that. What he rather be-
: B‘:ﬁﬂ had happened was that the young
trican—now &0 happily immured in his

’!‘“‘“ﬂl’}‘-—haql become

::r::i::::: ’-"CI"}' of her French father, and

B rm::tmn had struck up the clandes
4 1o iy antle correspondence which had

ek “mmmutual Infatuation and his des-

re there that afternoon. &
u:h‘;::gu;s man had been dealt with—ana
of the very summary and com
¢ BOtent way he had |y o with drew &
g dealt with drew the
from the Lita ot 1hat n
s fury to

caprice!™ he
¥

aware of the girl

ight's Invasion,

POt LlnETyY ' test
He had heey o MALE for List Loth, ‘fe
fecalled Yiis on Subtlers snd ag'ii-y woih o

BR0UIne amye as

-¢ BLchange] Qs erluping

uniform for more Informal trousers and a
house cont. He had taught that young man
a lesson—a final and ultimate lesson. And
he was beginning to teach one to that girl.
Before he was done with her—

He felt for her a mingied pasaion for her
beauty and n lust for conquest of her resjat
ant spirit that fed svery base and cruel in.
stinet of his nature.

A find—a rare Aind—even with her ciroum:
vonted lover! He would have his sport with
her. But though he promised this to himself
with feline relish, apprehension and chagrin
were still working.

The fond fatulty with which he had wel-
comed and starry eyed little creature that
been rudely overthrown And his pride
amarted at the Idea of the whispers that
might echo and redéche through his palace.
He was teo wise an old hand to flatter him-
melf that it would preserve Its biand and sl
lent unawareness of this night.

So far, he balieved. he had been unob:
served.  In Yussuf's silence he had abso-
lute eonfigence. But of course thero were
a hundred other ehances—some spying. by-
staire eye, some curlous, straining ear

And now this matter of the boating mis-
hap—he cursed himself, now as he combed
up hias fair mustachies and settled a secarlet

fez upon his thinned thatch of graying
bair. cureed himself roundly for his ma-
liclous resort to that old oubllette. Anvthing
else would have done to frighten and over-
wholm her, and yet he had gratified hils dra-
matic {teh—and now haad paid for it with that
itotic story of the lLoatung expedition.

He had reason to trust Fatima—there waa
history behind the old sword scar upon her
chieek, and he had a hold over her through
her ambition for a son. But Fatima was a
woman. And she—or some other who would
seo that drenched satin—would be curlous of
that boatllng atory.

And of course they could find out from the
boatman

It occurred to him to go and see the boat
man and order him away, so that afterward
the man could say he had been sent off duty,
and the story of a nocturnal river trip
would nol appear too incredible. It was a
smail concession to stop gossip's mouth.

So, drawing on a swinging military cloak,
the general stola down through the stalr of
the wnter entrance fnto the lower hall,
where the pale liglit gleamed through the

crosa barred iron of the gate and the gate-
Keeper slept 1lke a log in his muMing cloak.

The soundness of that slumber—Iloudly at-
tested by the fumes of wine—afforded the
general a profound pleasure, He took the
man's keys soflly, and went to the gate; it
afforded lexs pleasure to observe that
the gate was unlocked, but he put this down
to the keeper's muddleheadednoxs

Carefully he turned the lock and pocketed
the keys—for a jeason to the man's overdeep
sleep In the morning and to attest his own
presence Lhere that night, then he went baek
and brought out an oar, which he placed
consplecuonsiy heaide the smallest boat, drawn
up just within the pates

He was afradd to alter the boat's position
iest the nolse should prove too wakening, but
he considered he had lald an artistic founda-
tion for his story, and with a gratifying sense
of triumphh he mounted the stalrs,

him

He was not consclous of fatigue. He had
always been a wiry, indefatigable person, and
the alarms and emollons of this nlght had
cleared his head of (ts wines and drowsiness
He felt the sense of tenga, high strung power
which came to him In war, In fighting, In any
element of danger

Youth! He snapped his fingers at it. Youth
wnas burled In his masonry—and helpless In
ita shuttered room. DPower was master—
power, craflt, subtlety

But hi= elation ebbed as he crossed again
that long drawling room, with [(ts faded flow
eras about the marriage throne, nn\l:ils ahan-
doned table with its cloth askew, Its crystal
digarrayed, itz candles gutied and spent.

The memory of that moment
when a man’'s hand had gripped him, had
whirled from Aimée—when a man's
volee and gun threatened him—that
memory was too overpowering for even his
triumph over the Invader to lay wholly its
smart of outrage.

He felt again the tightening of his nerves,
like quivering wires, as he crossed the vio-
Inted reception room and entered the boudoir,
It wn= empty, but on the divan the flickering
the damp. spreading
drenched satins had

insolent

him
had

candle light revealed

siain where Aimfe's
beean.

He thirust aside a hanging and pushed open
the door Into the room beyond.

Almée herself, in a gay lttle French bou-
dolr robe of jade and eitron, sat huddled In a
chair like a mute, terrified child, in the hands
of her dresser. who was shaking out the long
damp hair and fanning it with a pracock fan

At the bey's entrance Fatima suspended
the fanning, but with easy familiarity exhib.
fted the long ringlets

Curtly the bey nodled, and gestured In di=
miseal; the woman laid down her fan and
with a iast slant eyed look at that strangely
still new mistress she wenl nolselessly out a
small sorvice door

With an air of negligent assurance Hamdl
Pey gazed asbout the room and yawned,
“Truly a fatiguing evening,'” he remarked
sardonle volee. * But you look so

What a thing Is radiant youth™

1y his dry
antouched!

11& sauntersd over to her, who drew a
jttle closer togelhes at his approach. and
viftad one of the luse, durk curls Lthat the
eoTa N womar ad exnhhiled

B h T o2 ireldoness s nruninured

*You anow (Me o!d

saying of tie 3all™ " T he
4

ririzlets of the lovely are a chain on the fest
of reason and a snare for the bird of wisdom.'
How long ago he sald it—and how true today!
Yet such a charming chain! Suppose, then,
1 forglve you, little one, since mages hrve
forglven beauty before?”

She was sllent, her eyes fixed on him with
the silent terror with which a trapped bird
goos its captor, in thelr bright darknesa the
sameo mute apprehension, the same flming
of helpless despair

Ryder was dead, she thought. This eruel,
incensed old madman had killed him, for all
his oaths. Somewhere beneath those an-
clent stonez he was Iving drowned and dead,
a stgange, pitlable addition to the dark
secrets of those grim walls

He had died for her sake and all that
ehe asked now of life, she thought in the
utter agony of her youth, was death. And
very quickly.

“T am =o soft hearted” he sighed, still
with that ringlet in his lifted hand, his
hand which wanted palpably to settle upon
her and vet was withheld by some strange
inhibition of those fixed, halpless eves. * Who
knows—perhaps 1 may forgive you wet?
You might persuade me™

*“He la dead,” she sald shiveringly

“Pead? He? Ah. the invader, the In-
truder, the voung man who wanted you for
a2 famlly In France.” The bey Inughed
gratingly. " No, I assure you he |® not
dead—I have not harmed a hair of his liead.
Hp I8 alive—only not with quite the widest
range of liberty——"'

He broke off to laugh again. " Ah, you
disbelleve? " ho sald politely. “ 8hall 1 send
then, for some proof—an car, perhaps. or
a little finger, atill very warm and bleeding,
to convince you? In five minutes it will be
here.”

Then terror stirred again In her frozen
heart. If Ryvder were alive and still in this
man's power

“You are horrible.” she sald to him in a
volce that was suddenly clear and unshaken.
“What is It you want of me—fear and hate
—and utter loathing®"™

Her unexpected spirlt was briefly discon-
certing. The Turk looked down upon her in
arrested Irony and then he smiled beneath

his mustaches and bLent nearer with kin-
dling gaze.

“Not at all—nothing at all lke that,
Httle dove with talons I want sweetness

and repentance—and submisslon. And

“You have a strange way to win them,”
ahe mald desperately.

“You have taken a strange way with me,
my love Little did I foresee, when I es
corted you up the stairs this morning #
He brole off. he reminded
her, " who would not consider a cold bath

“*Thers ara mon'

a8 a complete recompenss for your bridal
plans."

She was silent

“But 1" he murmured. "1 am soft
hearted” He dropped on one knee befors

her and tried to amile into her averted face.
“1 can never resist a charming penitent
I assure you T am pllability itseif in delicato
fingers—although iron and steel to a threat-
ening hand., If you should woo me sweelly
little one—"

She could not overcome
not hide from

and she could
his - mocking eyves the sick
shrinking that drew her back from his least
touch. But she did fight the wild
hysterja of her repugnuance so that her volce
was not the*trembling gasp It wanted to be

“How can | know what you are?” she
told him. * You mock me—you threalen to
torture that man—it would be folly not
to think that you are decelving me. If you
would only prove (o me so that I could be-
liove—-="

“1f you would not prove to me so [ could
belleve! Prove that you are mine—and not
that infidel's. Prove that you bring me a
wife's devotion-—not a wanton's indifference "
He eaught her cold hands trying to draw
her forward to him. * Prove that you only
pity him,"” he whispered, " but that your love
will be mine.”

down

She fslt an If n serpent clasped her. And
vet, If that svere the only way to win
Ryder's safety—if It were possible for her
slckened senscs to allay thls madman's sus-
piclons and undermine his revenge——

Quiveringly she thought that to save
Ryder she would go through fire

But the mocking uncertaintles!
Her utter helplessness—her lost deference.

It was not a sudden sound that broke in
upon them but rather the perception of
many sounds, half heard, but gaining upon
thelr consclousness Running feet—a stifled
volee—aomething faint and shrill

Almée sprang to her feet, the general rose
with her and turned hiz head inquiringly in
tho directlon. Then he jerked apen the door
through which Fatima had disappeared, It
led to a dark service corridor and small ante-
raom, from whose hed the attendant was

lildeous,

absent. An outer door was ajar
No need to question the sounds now.
Faint, but plarcingly shrill shrieks wera

sounding from above, while the foostens were
racing, some down some up

The bey Nung shut the door behind him
and hurried towards the confusion

Ryder had stood stock still with amazement
when the girl began to scrpam. She had
gone mad, he thought for an Instant, in mascu-
line bewilderment, and then her madnoas re

vealell s treacherous cunning, for she begnn
coyving wiAly for Lelp against an dnvader, an
mnde!, & Jog of a Chylstimn who hat stolen
into lLer ruoms.

She had chucked him to the llons, Ryder
percelved; ona furloua flash of lightning
jealousy and oriental anger had overthrawn.
in that wild and lawless land, every other
design for him for which she had risked

' g0 much.

He had scorned her. He had flouted her
caprice. He had dared to refuse the languors
of those dangerous eyes.

The hurrying footsteps appeared to him
the tread of a legion in action, and he had
no desire to rush out upon the oncomers;
he had. indeed, distinct doubts of his ruth-
lass ability to pass that supple, clawing, in-
ceneed creature at the door.

He whirled and made a bolt for the win-
dow, striking at the fastened grill. He
heard the snapping of wooden bolls and the
eplintering of wood and out through the
hole he climbed to a precipitous, headlong
flight that fairiy felt the clutching hands
upon his ankie.

He had meant to make a jump for it. A
three story plunges into the Nile appeared
a gentle axercise compared with the alter-
native within the palace, but in the very
act of releasing his hold he changed him
mind.

Quicker than he had ever moved befors
in any vicissitude of his lithe and agils
youth, he clambered up, not down, and
crouching back from sight upon the jutting
top of the window, he sent hls coat salling
violently through space

He dared not look over for its descent
upon the water, for other lieads wers peer-
ing from below, and he could hear an ox-
citad outburst of speech that broke sharply
off

Evidently they were hurrying down to the
waler gate. Bwiftly he utillzed this misdil-
rection for his own ends

The roofs. That was the refuge to make
for. Flat, long reaching roofs, from which
one could climb off into a well or & palm
or a wide street,

He had only to ascend and he
made [t in record time, fearful that the
gearchers whom he heard now launehing a
boat below would turn thelr eyes skyward.

But he gained tlie top without an outery
being ralsed and found himself upon the
roof where the ladles of the harem took
thelr alr un=zeen of any sava the blind eyves
of the muezzin in the sultan’s mosque upon
the hill. Thers were divans and a little
taboret or two and a framework where an
awning could ba raised against the sun.

There was also o trap door, And here
tempestuousiy he changed hi= mind again.
He abandoned the goul of outer walls and
chances of escape. He wrenched violently
at that trap door. It was bolted, but the
bolt was an ancient one and gave at his

letting him down into a
narrow spiral stalrcase between walls,

Down he plunged in haste, before somo
confused searcher should dasgh up. It was
no place to meet an opposing force. Nor
was the corrider In which ha found himself
much better,

It was black and baMing a= a labyrinth,
with unsxpected turnings, and he kept gin-
gerly clogse o the wall with one hand
clutehing a bit of iron which he had taken
into his posacssjon and his pocket when
Axziza had led him out of the underground
wallg—the very bit of pointed fron it was
with which the volatile creature had ef-
fected his rescue

Ha considered it an Invaluable souvenir.
and twice, In his nervous apprehension, he
almost brought (it down upon shadows

Direction he judged vaguely by the scream.
ing, which was still going on at a tremendous
rate—evidently the girl had gone off into
genuine hysterles or else she had determined
not to leave her agitation at the intrusion in
any manner of question. No doubt the out
cries were a relief Lo her mingled emotions
—remorse at her {mpstuousity and chagrin
at her thwarted plans might coneeivably be
now among Lhose emotions—and since the
vielnity of those shrieks must be a gath-
ering place to be avolded by him, he stole
on, down the upper hall, and finding a =tair,
hea went down for two continuous flights

Almée's ronms, he knew, had been upon
the water, and recalling the general direction
of those two lighted windows that he had
seen 50 recently from without, his excava-
tor's instinct led him on. Once he saw the
flitting flgure of a turbaned swoman in time
to draw back Into a heaven sent niche, and
again he flattened Into a soundless shadow
against the wall as two young sorving girls
ran by on slippered feet, their anklets
tinkling, chattering to each other In da-
lighted excltement.

And then the stealthy opening of a door—
{t was the very door by which Yussuf had
precipitated himeelf upon the struggle at
the supper table some agelong hours ago
—pgave him a glimpse Into the far glooms of
the reception room, where Its long =ide of
maslirublyeh windowe revealed now hetwesn
fte fretwork tiny chinks of a paling sky

He could make out the dark draped mar-
ringe throne and the parlor of the disor-
dered cloth upon the abandoned table below,
and behind the table the dark draperies of
the remaining portiere before the doorway
fnto the boudolr where he lad hidden him.
self and Into which he had Inst seen Aimée
thrust. ©

At the other end of the great room were
the entrance stairs to the harem, and there,
he imagined, a watchman was statloned, or
wise stoul balis and bars were guarding the
There remalned an arch doorway
roemE through which he

a story

furious exertlons,

altuntion.
formal

fr.te olther
aeent Alinge and the mue

for the wedding supper, and that way led,

tn dissppear

he surmised, down into the serviee quarters.

A sorry choics of exits! He could form no
plan in advanes but trust blindly te the
amazing chances of adventure. And first,
before he rushed for escape, there was
Almée to find,

Yet for all the mad hazard of the situation
He was elated with life. He felt as if he
had never fully lived until now, when every
breath was informed with the sharp presel.
ence of danzer. He was at once cool and
exuitant, wary yet reckless, with the joyous
recklessness of utter desperation.

With scoutlike care he surveyed the draw:
Ing room; it appeared desarted, hut as he
watched his tenss nerves could see the nhad.
ows forming, taking furtive, erouching shape
and then dissolving harmlesaly inte a rug,
r chalr, or a stirring drapery. His eyes
grown used to the dimness, he identified
the mantle npon the floor in which he had
come and which he had exlended to Almée
in that brief moment of fatuous triumph,
and besond It, across a chalr, was the por-
tlere which the black had torn down from
the doorway 1o wrap about Ryder's help-
lesa form as he had carrled him down to
living death,

That mantle, he thought. might yest bs
useful, and he stale (orward and recovered
it, but, a=s he straightened, another shadow
darted out from tha boudolr door and s=il-
houetted for an Instant against the lighted
room he saw a figurs in & long. swinging
military eloak.

Discovery was inevitable and Ryder mado
a swift plunge to take the cloaked fAgure
by surprise, but even as one hand shot out
and gripped the threat while the cther held
his threatening Iron aloft, his elutch relaxed,
his arm fell nervously at his side,

Tor from the figure had come the broken
gasp of a =soft volee, and the face upturned
to his was a pale oval under dark, disor-
dered hair.

*“ Almée!” he breathed In exultant, stlil
half incredulous joy. * Almée! Did I hurt
you?"

"0, no, no!” came Aimés's shaken voice.
“0, you are safa'”

He felt her trembling in his claap and he
swept her close to him. For one breathless
instant they clung together, In a sharp, pas-
sionate gladness which blurred every sense
of dread or danger. They were safe—they
wera together—and for the moment it was
enough. Every obstacle was surmounted,
every terror conquered.

They clung, obliviously, like chlildran, her
pale face against his ahoulder, her halr
brushing his lips, her wild heartbeats throb-
bing against his own.

Then the girl. remembering.
head.

" Qulck—we muat go,"” she whispered. * For
there 1 made a fire.”

He followed her frightensd, baekward
glance at the boudolr door and suddenly saw
ita cracks and keyhole strangely radiant
with llght

“He left me io go to those screams,” she
was saying rapidly, "I trled to run that
way—and found that woman coming back.
And T told her to walt—in her own room—
and 1 slipped back in there—and suddenly
it came lo me to thrust the candle about.
I thought I would run out and if I met any
one 1 would eall, 'Fire,' and say the gen-
eral was burning and psrhaps in ths con-
fusion——"

The terrible desperation of her both stirred
and wrung him. She was so little, so help-
legs, mo trembling In his clasp, so made for
love and tendernesa. And to think of her In
such fear and horror that she went thrust.
ing reckless candlea Into her hl'nglnll. aot-
ting a palace on fire in the blind fury for
escupe.

To such work had this night brought her.
This night, and three men—for he and the
craven Tewfick and the fanatic bey weres all
{inked In this night's work. Yes, and another
man—and he thought swiftly, in a lightning
flash of wonder, how lttle that Paul Del-
cassét had known when he aet his eager
face toward the old world, with his wife and
baby with him, that he was setting his feet
into such a web; that his wife would die,
languishing In a pasha’s harem, and hia lit-
tle daughter would one night be flying in mad
terror from the cruel beast the weak pasha
had sold her to!

And how little, for that matter, he had
known when he had set his own face toward
those same sands whalt secrets he would
discover there and what forbldden ways his
heart would know. |

These thoughts all went through him llke
one thought, in some clear, remots back-
ground of his mind, while he was swiftly
drawing on the military clonk she gave him
and wrapping her in the black mantle.
Thers was a vell on the mantle’s hood that
she could fling across her when she
wished, but Ryder had no fex to complete
the deceptiva outline of his masquerade.
He must trust to the dark and to the c¢on
the high, mlilitary collar of

lifted her

face

cealment of
the cloak

" Do
and at her shaken head, * The water gate,”
he sald, thinking swiftly ’

Thers waould he m crowd now about the
gate, but if they could only manage to galn
those cellars and hide somewhere they could
steal out lnter upon that waterman

It seemed the moat feasible of all tha
deésperate plans. The roof might ba a trap.
The harem entrance led into a garden and
the garden wes guarded by on fnpassable
wall But If he copld only get to Lhe river

lie knew that he was a strong enough swim-

vou know a way?" he whispered,

mer to save Almée. or he might even ten
rorize the watchman into furnishing a boat.

Hhe did not question, but gulded him
swiftly through the arch that led down intc
the banqueting hall.

Keeping Almée a few steps behind him he
went down the soft carpet and peered out
at the bottom towards the water gate, He
Eaw no bars; the gate was open, and against
the pale square of the water were the black
rilhouettes of the general and the gateman,
both leaning out at some spiashing In the
river.

_He knew a boy's reckles= impulsa {o ahove
them hoth In. It was an unhm_\" thought his
better judgment rejected—unless driven to
it—yet some prankish element in his roused
recklessness would not have deplored the
necessity,

If they looked about!

But they dld not stir as, with Almée's cold
hand In his he made the tiptoad descent
and siipped softly about the corner of the
steps. Than, Instead of going an down the
nall to some hiding place in the rulns. he
took a suddeniy revesled, sharper turn into
& narrow passage jusi beyond the stajre. It
might lead to another gate, some servies en-
trance, perhaps, it ran so stralght and direct
between its walls.

Intultively that excavator's senee of his
dofined the direction. They were going
paraliel with the river, although a little way
back from the water wall. and in the direc
tion of the men's part of the palace, the
selamillk.

Bitterly he blamed himself for his lack of
complete Iinapection that morning. To be
surs he had told himself, then, as he strolled
about the high garden walls and peered down
the narrow lane on one side of the Niie
backwaters, that he 4idn't need a map of
the place for hiz arrival at an aftéernoon
reception; he was almply going In and out,
and clothes and specch were hiz only real
concern.

He had even sald to himself that he
might not reveal himself to Aimée—If ahe
did not dlscover him. He wanted merely to
see her again, and be sure that she under-
stood her own history—he had no notion of
attempting any further relations with her,
any resumption of their forbidden and dan-
gerous acqualntance.

He recalled the selamlik wvaguely as an
frregular mass of bulldings, and though the
formal entrance was of course through the
garden from the avenus, there was a narrow
alde street or lana leading back to the wa-
ter's edgs between this part of the palace
and the next bullding, and very likely thers
was some entrance on that lane.

And it was true that had been the defiant
and protesting =urface of his thoughts, but
deep within himself there had alwavs been
that hot, hidden spark, ready to kindle to a
flame at her word, and with {t the unowned,
secret longing that she would speak the word.

And when she had called on him for help,
when the trembling appeal had sprung past
her stricken pride, and he had seen the ter-
ror in her soft, chlld's eyes, then the spark
bad struck its conflagration. He had be
come nothing but a hot, headatrong fury of
devotion,

And he #ald to himself now that hs might
have known it was golng to happen, and
that if he had not been 3o concerned that
morning about saving his face and pressrv.

ing this fiction of Indifference he would

know a little mors about the labyrinth they
were poking about jn—the little more that
tips the scale belween safety and destrue-
tion

But he 4i4 not knew and blind chance was
his only goddesa.

The passage had brought him fo a wall
and a narrow stairs, while another passage
led off to the right, apparently to the for-
ward reglons of the place.

He took the stalrs, He had had enough of
underground regions when they did not lead
1o water gates, and the stalrs promised nov-
elty at least.

He wished he knew mors about Turkish
palaces. He supposed they had a fairly con-
eletent ground plan, but beyond a few main
features of Inner courts and halls he was
culpably ignorant of their intentions. l’f.lt
were an early Egyptian tomb or tample now!
But then, perhaps, the Turks were morse in-
definite in thelr bullding and rebullding.

At the head of the stalrs a door stood half
ajar. Through the crack he strained his
eyves, but his anxious glance met only the
darkness of utter night. Not a gleam of
lMght And not a =ound, except the far,
Eollow stamping of some stabled horse.

Softly he pushed the door open. and he
and Almée slipp=d within. The place, what-
ever It was, appeared deserted; a dark. bars,
backetalrs reglon—for he stumbled over &
bucket—from which to the right he could
just discern a hall leading Into the forward
part of the palace. wanly lighted some dis:
tance on, with the pale flicker of an old
celling lamp

They seemed to be at the end of the hall
and the darker shadows in the walls about
thetn appenred to be a number of doors—
closed, so his groping hands Informed him,

What was behind those doors? Not a
ook of light came from them; that was one
comfort. The rooms, kitchen. service, store-
rooms, or whatever they wero appeared In
the same blacknesa and oblivion. But anv
door might open on & roomful of sleepng
gardeners and grooms. .

Lite and more than life hung on the biind
goddess,

[To be continued ;
[Copyright: 1919 . By Mary Hastinga Bradley.]
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